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The heart, in that glad moment, drew near to the
tender Father of life, who seemed, as in the old
parable, to see the repentant son of his heart
wandering sadly a long way off, to go forth to
meet him, and to fill the house with light and
music, that he might feel it to be home indeed.

That the instinct that has drawn all the treasures
of art into its service, and with them welcomes and
sustains the wearied soul, is a pure and beautiful
one, I make no doubt. But then I thought of all
that lies outside : of crowded cities, of the ugly
mirth, the sordid cares of men and women ; of the
dark laws that wound and slay ; of pain and shame ;
of tired labour and cruelty and harshness, of lust
and greediness. .

I thought of how few there were of mankind to
whom the sweet pomp which I sate to see and hear
makes any appeal, I thought that for one to whom
such beauty was desirable and satisfying, there
were thousands who would prefer the brisk inter-
change of life, the race-course, the athletic spectacle,
the restaurant, the tap-room. Was this, indeed,
religion at all ? I wondered. It did, indeed, use
the language of religion, surround itself with the
memories of saints, the holy wisdom of the ages.
But what was the end of it ? Did it inspire those
who heard it with the desire to win, to sustain,
to ameliorate other souls ? Did it inculcate the
tender affection, the self-sacrifice, the meek devotion
that Christ breathed into life ? Did it not rather
tend to isolate the soul in a paradise of art, to con-
secrate the pursuit of individual emotion ? It is